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—CHICKEN—
Chola. Cure!

Thousands of dollars worth ot
chickens die every year from Chol-
era. It is more fatal to chickens than
all other diseases combined. But the
discovery of a remedy that positively
cures if has been made, and to be con.
vinced of its efficacy only requires a
trial. A so-cents bottle is enough for
one hundred chickens. It is guar-
anteed. If, after using two-thirds of
a bottle, the buyer is not thoroughly
satisfied with it as a cure for Chicken
Cholera, return it to the undersigned
and your money will be refunded.

For sale hy 6. W. Short. Cloverport, Ky.

STOF YOUR CoUGH WITH

CERTAIN

(OUGH(URE

Cares Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness,
Cronp, Whooping Cough, Bronchitls,
Incipient Consumption, and will re-
lieve consumptive patienis in ad-
vanced stages 3 will enre when cura-
able, and relieve In the worst cases.
Heo{hntC.C.C. fsblown in avery bot-
tle and take no other. Price
J. . MENDENHALL & CO,,
SOLE PROPRIETORS,

EVANSVILLE, INDIANA.
SOLD BY DRUCGGISTS GENERALLY.

Remove Corns, Warts & Bonions with

CERTAIN CORN CURE.
25 COts. a BOTTILE,
SOLD AND WARRANTED BY]

G.W. SEEXOCORT

Lous wits
whhbers and (hiee atsont you—that always results

wabuglle tenade for we, w el o bda for yemrs when ones started,

we sre . We pay all eupeeas,
w-al nr"n:-mnhl :5'.. 19 e bo wirk b,

b K and apwanin.
Bl & G, Box 519, Foriinnd,

LODISVILLE & HENDERSON

Packet Line.

dilrens,
nine,

Passenger, Mail and Express Boats.

For all way landings, between Loulsville and
Hendorson, the elegant and flest stenmars

JAMES GUTHRIE.
TELL CITY,
CITY or OWENSBORO.

One of theabove fne sidewhoeel steamars pane
up and dewn daily. Bplendid sccommodstions
far ntock,

Gonornl office
Loulsville, Ky,

D, L. Prxxy, Supt.

nnd 178 Fourth street,
W. W. HITE, Prost.

Loulville, St Lous & Texas B, B. Co

NO.11.

TIME SCHEDULE,

Taking Effect

A4 500 o'slek &, M., Sunday, Tob. 20, 1060,

West Bound Troine Kt Bound Traine
MAIL AND MALL AND
EXPRRES. BTATIONS. REPRRAR.
8.00a% Ly..Unlon 1, Loulsy'e. Ar. 120"
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Thomas Tyler's Tombsfone.

By MARY 8 WALKER.

USIE BARCLAY
was in the back
yard one Monday
night, taking the
clothes from the
line, when her
father's hired
men, Thomas Ty
ler and Bamuel
Dale, came wup
the lane from the
potato field. They
both looked at
the girl, but If
- cither of them
thought she made a pretly plcture
flitting in and out among the snowy
linen, the slanting sunbeams falling on
her shapely form and comely face and
shining black hair, he did not say so to
his fellow; for, though Farmer Barclay's
hired men had plowed and planted
and hoed side by side through the spring
and summer days, and at night slept to-
gether in the big chamber over the
kitchen, they were not on confidential
terms., Samuel Dale, who had been on
the farm half a dozen years, was jealous
of the growing influence of a compara-
tive stranger, who, it scemed likely,
would supplant him in more ways than
one,

Early the previous spring, a well
dressed, good looking man, about 30
years of sge, knocked at Farmer Bar-
clay's door and offered to hire out for
the summer, The farmer took him upon
trinl—hands were scarce that year—and
when his month was out, engaged him
for the season. He was smart to work
—nas & man needed to be who could hoe
his row with S8amuel Dale—clever at
contrivance and handy with tools. He
kept the farmer’s mouth stretched with
his jokes, though he seldom showed his
own white teeth in a laugh.

“A sharp witted, wide awake fellow,”
said Farmer Barclay, “*who pays for his
bread and bacon by his good company.”

The new hand was no less a favorite
indoors. Susle Barclay, the [armer's
only child, housekeeper and mMtress—
her mother was dead—looked with in-
erensing favor upon the gallant stranger,
who, when he was by, wonld not allow
her to bring a pail of water from the
well or a handful of kindling wood from
the shed, but performed these offices for
her with a respectful deference of man-
ner, accompanying them with well
worded compliments and admiring
glances that were very Hattering to the
simple country girl. Meanwhile, Sam-
uel Dale lounged on the porch or sat
dangling his long legs from the kitchen
table,

On the Monday evening when our
story commences the two men washed
at the pump, and Thomas Tyler, after
carefully brushing the dust from his
clothes and running a pocket comb
through his crisp black curls, hastened
to join Susie Barclay in the clothes yard,
while Samuel Dale went out to the far-
mer on the porch,

Dale was tall and somewhat ungainly
in person, with a ruddy, open face and a
pleasant brown eyve. He was simple and
straightforward in manner, had a sunny
temper, and was honest through and
through.

The old farmer was balf asleep in his
chair, and the setting sun shone full
upon his jolly red face and gray hair.

“Father Barclay," said Samuel Dale,
“1 want to know how much longer you
are going to let this go ont"

“Eh! What, Sammy?"' said the old
man, waking with a start, **You reckon
we'd better put it down to oats, don't ye?
The way we've boen goin’ on with that
medder lot would spile the best piece of
land in the state of Ohio."

“See fiere, Futher Barclay,” said the
young man, “I have that on my mind
lately that leaves me no heart for farm
work, Look vonder, will you? That
girl has beeu ns good as promised to
me these three years, and we'd been
man and wife before this, only you said
she was too young, and coaxed me to
wait a spell. Now look at her, will

ou?" .

The porch commanded a view of the
gieen yard sloping down to the meadow
bank behind the farm house., Susie's
task was completed, and the great round
basket at her side was heaped high with
the snow white linen. Her companion
was taking down the line, when sudden-
Iy, by a dexterous movement, he threw a
coll over the girl's head. She struggled
to free herself, but it was plain to see,
by her laughing, blushing face and the
yielding motion of her supple frame
toward her captor, that she was no un-
willingg prisoner in his grasp. Thomas
Tyler, holding the ends of the rope in his
right hand, looked toward the poroh and
showed his white teeth in a smile.

The sight was not agreeable to Samuel
Dale,

*“Do you see that?™ he said, angrily.
“It's been going on for weeks, and he
winding himself round the girl as he's
tightening that rope round her now. Do
you want to see her tied hand and foot,
Father Barclay, and never lift a finger
to stop it -

*Sho! sho! Bammy! what's come over
ye, boy? You look as black as a thunder
cloud, Gittin’ jealous, hey? Why the
girl's foolin® a little, that's all. Girls will
be girls, you know, and Tom Tyler's a
good lookin' chap, with a smooth tongue
in his head for women folks. And, now
I think of it, ho's alwaya round the girl,
You must stick up to ler, Sammy. |
can't do courtin' for ye. Show a

=

played (ast and loose with ime long
enough. I'll have it out with her this
night. She shall take her choice hetween
us, nnd"——

He stopped abruptly, and turned upon
his heel, for Thomas Tyler and the favn.
er's daughter were coming up the walk
bearing the basket of clothes between
them.

That ovening, when the suppeftable

was cleared away, and Mr. Tyler hnd |
| to go to-morrow, but you have always

gone down the road to the village, Bam-
uel Dale, after some difficulty—for the
girl of late hiad been shy of his company
—procured an interview with SBusie Bar-
clay.

“It has been on my mind to speak to
you, SBusle,” he said, “for a week, but
you would never give me the chance,
You know how iatters have stood be-
tween us these three years, We have
kept company together ever since I
came to Barclay Futm, and though I've
never asked you to name the day, I
think you've known my mind well
enough., I am not a man of many
words, aod 1 haven't the wit to flatier
you with soft speeches, but 1 love you,
Susie Barclay, Will you take me for a
husband this day month®"

“La, Mr. Dale!” said the girl, witha
toss of her pritty head, “how you startle
me! Take you for a husband, indeed!
1 am too young to marry this long while
yet. Iam sure I don't know my own
mind three days together, And I am
afraid 1 shouldn't make you a good
wife, and it's better for both of us to
wait o while, and"—

He interrupted ber: “'Susie, I have
courted you three years. I I wait long-
er, it will be to see another man carry
you off in a month. You've known me
long enough to learn your own mind
about me. You must take me now, or
you must let me go."”

I am sure you are f{roe to go il you
like,” she said, flushing; “‘there's no-
body to hinder you, You have no right
to speak to me like that, I am not your
servant, Samuel Dale, 1 never prom.
ised to marry you, and perhaps 1 pever
will.”

“You tell me that,” said the young
man, bitterly, “after keeping me in
hund all these years! BSusan Barelay,
are you going to play me false, that you
may marry & man you never heard of
three months ago?”

“Who told you 1 was going to marry
any one?”

“Do I need to be told? Haven't 1
watched you since the day that man set
his foot in your father's house? And
because 1 trusted you, and thought
you'd known me too long to be taken
with a newcomer, you carried on your
courting before my eyes. You false,
hard hearted girll But no, you never
were that, It's only that this smooth
faced coxcomb has bewitched you, Oh,
Susie! can't you tell him there's an hon-
est heart that's loved you true these
three years, and so with a frank word
send him packiog?”

“If its Mr. Tyler you are talking
about,"” said SBusie Barclay, *you may set
your mind at rest, for there's nothing
but friendship between us, He's never
so much as asked me to marry him; but
he's a pleasant, civil spoken gentleman,
that doesn’t call people names behind
their backs; and I'll not stay here to be
scolded, Samuel Dale; and I'll die anold
maid before I'll marry the cross husband
you will make,”

*“Is that your last word to’me? he
sald, sorrowfully. “Then I have my
answer, and Barclay Farm is no place
for me, though I thought to spend my
days here. It's manners for the old love
to go when the new love comes, Well,
good night, Busie. 1 wish you well,
though you've given me a sore heart to
carry; but curses on the man that's come
between me and my girl!"

She stole u sidelong glance, and when
ghe saw how his ruddy cheek had turned
pale, and his mouth was set in a gloomy,
resolute expression, her heart softened
toward him. Bot she did mot-put her
pity into words. She listened to his slow,
heavy sleps as he mounted the stalrs to
his chamber, till the gate opened with a
sharp click, and she heard Thomas Tyler's
brisk tread as he came up the walk.
Then she ran to the kitchen glass to ar-
range the knot of pink ribbons under her
chin, and thought no more of Samuel
Dale that night.

The poor fellow could not sleep for his
aching heart; and when, an hour later,
his room mate came in, whistling softly
to himself, with his black eyes shining,
Samuel Dule lay and watched him from
between his half closed lids,

The man took writing materials from
his trunk, and was soon busily at work,
bending closely to his task, He appeared
to be making a copy of a letter spread
out before him; and when it was com-
pleted, and he held up the two docu-
ments side by side, it seemed to Samuel
Dale at the distance where he lay that
the work was well done, for the copy
might have been mistaken for the orig-
inal, Mr. Tyler scanned the result of his
labor critically, nodded his head once or
twice in a ; then, locking the
papers in his trunk, betook himself to bed.

IL

The farmer was twice surprised (he
pext day, Bamuel Dale announced his
intention of leaving the farm when his
year was out, and his daughter, with
smiles and blushes, informed him that
she bad passed her word, provided he
was willing, to take Thomas Tyler for a
husband. :

“Why, Susie,” said the old man, “you
strike me all of a heap! Bamuwmy Dale
has been waitin' for you these three
years, and you are as good as promised
to him, you know., I've reckoned all
along on him an' you hitchin' horses, an'
carryin' on the farm after I was under
ground.”

“Father, I never promised to marry
Samuel Dale. Living in the
same house, 1 couldn't well help his

company with me; and perhaps

:l-n%?a{luuumualu sometimes I should

like Lim well enough to take him for a

husband; but that was before 1 knew

Mr, Tyler. I'll the man of my

choice, father, or I'll live and die an old
”

| leave you right in the busy season,

He administered comfort to Samuel
Dale in his own [H'l'li“llr fushion:

“What's the use of taking it so hard,
Bammy? There's lkely girls besides Sue
Barclay, who will have yop for the askin',
I wish you'd make up your mind tosettle

down snug wnd comfortable, and let
things go along in the old track.”
Samuel Dale shook his head, 1 had

“hest for her
e right glnd

best be gone,” ne sald
and best for me. 14

done the fair thing by me, and 1 can't
'l

| stay till after harvestin', agd then Il

You don't know me, Father
At thought of the trick that
blood runs fire

be off,
Barclay.
man has played, my

| and my hands itoh to get hold of him,

I might be left to do him a mischief
some day."

“Sho! sho! Sammy! you don't mean
"

“J can't work days, nor sleep nights,
for the trouble that's on my mind, It
ain't altogether for my own loss. If
"twas a good man she'd jilted moe for,
I'd muster pluck to bear it. Father
Barclay, 1 must speak out, though you'll
gay it's bad blood makes me talk il of
the man that's gained where 1've lost,
I have mistrusted him from the first
He's as bold as brass, and his tongue
runs like a mill wheel, but it's little he
finds to say of his own affairs. And
when you come down to it, who is he?
and where did he come from? and what
has he been about all his life?"

“Susie knows," said the old man,
eagerly, “He told her all abont it—
how he was born and brought up in
Connecticut, and his father died when
he was a little shaver, and he'd kep' his
mother an’ all the children by his carn-
in's, till the old lady died and the ehil-
dren got homes with their relations;
and then he eame west to seck his for-
tune; #nd Busie says such n good son
will be sura to make o good husband,™

“Humph!" said Bamuel Dale,

111,

“Susie,” called the farmer the next
Banday afternoon, “have you been med-
dlin® with this book?"

He stood turning the leaves of the
family Bible, that alwavs. stood on a
round stand in the cornerof the kitehen,

“No, father.™

“Well, somebody has, Iere's a milk
bill in the wrong place; and there's a
letter 1 wrote last Sunday to Squire
Cooper, and hadn’t decided to send, and
so slipped it in here somewhere, and it's
gone."

Susie assisted her father (o search for
the missing letter, but it could not be
found. Thomns Tyler was busy agzain
that night with his writing after every
one clse in the house was in bed, and the
next day he took the farmer’s old white
horse and drove over to Lester's Corners,
Susie followed him to the porch, and as
he drew her under the shadow of the
grapevine to snateh o parting kiss she
saw the corner of a letter peeping from
his pocket and took it slyly out,  Defors
ghe read the address he discovered his
losa and caught her hand so roughly
that she cried out with pain, .

“Give me that letter,” hesaid, sternly;
and there was a look In his black eyes
she had never seen there before; but a

“@ive me that letter,”
moment later he apologized for his rude-
ness, kissed the little hort hand and
made his peace ns well as he could,
IV.

Before harvesting was over the wed-
ding day was fixed. A hired girl took
Busie's place in the kitchen, and she sat
all day at her chamber window over-
looking the beautiful golden fields where
her lover was at work, making her wed-
ding dress. And when the corn erib
was full, and the wheat was in the barn,
and the potatoes in the cellar, she came
to Samuel Dale and asked him, in her
pretty, coaxing way, not to leave Bar-
elay Farm till after the wedding,

The poor fellow, whose heart grow
sorer and sorer at the thought of his
loss, looked in her bright face with pas-
sionate, regretful tenderness, “‘I'll stay
if you bid me, Susie,” he said.

And now commenced grand prepara-
tions, and the beating of eggs, the
pounding of spices, and stirring and
shaking and sifting were sounds all day
heard in the great kitchen of the farm
house, for the bride-clect and Betsey,
the hired girl, made the wedding cake,
Oaly the bride’s loaf was ordered from
Cleveland, for SBusie Barclay declared
sho could not be marrfed without a cer-
tain wonderful structure, to be made
with frosting an inch thick, and sur-
mounted with two sugar doves, their
bills meeting in & conjugal kiss, Great
wns hor distress, therefore, when, the
evening before the wedding, the stage
failed to bring the expected box,

HDon't fret, Susie,” sald Bamael Dale,
who could not bear to see a shudow on
the dear face. “I'll ride over to Lester's
early ln the moming, and if it's there
you shall liave it by 10 o'clock.”

Accordingly, he was up betimes, and
rattled out of the yurd the
from the window.

" d“ nu' "M
10 o'clock, or

1

J time,” and so .Inln;.][.-rl.

Al Lester’s Corners he found what he
sought, nud, pleased to think that now
| Susie would have her wedding loaf, was

leaving the depot when the station
master cnllisd alfer him,

“There's a woman here waiting to
take the stage to Barclay's,” he said
“will you give her a vide?!

Samuel ale tierned back with reluct-
ance,

o1 dow't know how ¢ ot minate,”

he said; “I agresed to be back by 10

llll ]' L..

The man called to wome one within,
and a small woman, with o pinehed,
careworn fuee, amd thin, Hght bair, ap-
pearcid in the doorway,  Sho was dre
ed in shabby Black, and her clothing
wis crensed nnd tumbiled and soiled by
a long journey,

“Here's s gentleman will take you to
Barcloy's, marm,"” said the man,  **Hur

ry up—he can’t wait,”
Bhe looked timidly in Swouel Dale's

face, but still stood in the doorway
CThere's the box, sie” shesabd: “would

the gentlenan kindly t,'to the box??
SO, that's sl right,” said the officinl,

“I'll send it up by the stage.
Jump aboard.”

SO yon [lh ase, wiv, T eouldn't leave it
bahind. 1 have brovght that box n long
way; 111 wait for the stage,.” s

“Wait, then!" hoe prufllv;
Samuel Dale marked the woman's
disappointed face.

“Feteh along her traps,” said he, “*and
don't be all oy about i, either;™ bat
half vepented his kindness, for the box,
unwieldy in its proportions amd of no
light weight, occupied o gomlly space in
the wagon, and the woman betraved so
much pnxious solicitude about its dis
[l\r--:jl as to somewhnt impede their jour-
ney.

“Is it quite safe, vir, do you think?"
she inguired timidly ns the wagon jolted
dowi the hill

“f shoulil sav it was,
there's chiney or gl
tle thing inside of it

“Oh, sir, it's adgad more precious than
that, It's o stone, sie—a tombstone, 1
have brought it all the way from Sims-
bury to put cver my husband’s grave,”

“ Do tell!™ snid Samuel Dale,

\ 'nll'n',

It
weary,

marm, unless
wr sorne sueh brits

e DMBorones,

A woman's barcan drawer will hold half a ton of
clothis

A parnscd, s bandboxes, and goodness only
knows

How many scores of other things witlin It she
may store,

And yet thore's always luts of room for twice as

many wora

But glve s man that solf same drawer aod just
o pale of socks

An undershlet
box,

And when he's put them In 6 Jt's capacity Le'll
ehut,

And il it up so awlul full bo'll never get it sbot

Chiicngo Herakl

e allety cuffs, an empty collar

There are many Cough Remedies, Lo’
only one "Certain Cough Cure.”
the trade mark * C

See that
C C"in on the weap-
per and blewn in the bonle, Bold by G
W. Stort.

LINIMENT,
OF PAIN HILLERNS

LIVER PILLS,

CURE CONSTIPATION INDIGESTION & ETC

ECLIPSE VERMIFUGE,

GIVES INSTANT RELIES

ECLUPSE SARSAPARILLA,

JREAT BLoopR PURIFIER

THE KiNDG

ECLIPSE

ECLIPSE BITTERS,
THE GREAT TONIC & APPETIZER
MANUFACTURED BY R & CO‘
NGREE LOUISVILLE, KY
R > T 4

Fo SALE EVERYWHERE

Lt

FINE SHO SES.
TERR\ B4 Ask for catlalogue,

M'F'G CO,, NABHVILLE, TENN.
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WAR BTORY

SURRY
Eagle's Nest

Jehn ti::f Cooke,

This thrilling
historio satory,
'h:;h hias beem

ocent illustra-
tions. There has
pever besn &
u-ouwpo ulare
pul throughout ths Soulbern Blates Lhan “"Sunny
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.What is

Castoria s Dr, Sam’l Pitoher's old, harmless and guick oure for
Infants’ and Children's Complaints. Superior to Castor Oil,
Paregorio or Narcotio Syrups. Children ory for Castoria. Mil-
lons of Mothers bloss Castorin. ) N

Sour Stomach, Marrhoes, Eructation @
(ives healthy sleep @ alno alds digestion ;

Oastoria cures Colie, Constipation ;
Without narcotic stupelaction.

FALIARALA AR AR AR ARNAAND

“1 recommend Castorin for children's
compinints, as superior wany presor i ption

known to me. "

1. A Ancren, M. D

111 B0, Oxford BL, Brooklyn, N.Y.
Tux Cexrarn Cospaxy, 77 Murray 8t,, New York,

OUERBACKER, GILMORE & (0.

Wholesale Grocers,

319 & 321 W Main St.,
LOUISVILLE, KY.

SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO FILLING ORDERS.

GREGORY & CO,,
Reapers and Mowers,

Drills,

igan Plaster, Salt, Lime C

Girain Fertillzor Cenment, Mich-
wl O

h_‘ the Bureel, Plaster Hair

Pine & Poplar Shingles

Brick, Huandles
ways kept on hand
compnnied by cash prempt-
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Larped

Box BAQ, Mot iamy, Maine

N "-'f;\F.\/Ajus

I\

VILLE, IND.

PARRY MFG. CO.
INDIANAPOLIS, IND.

S

~ _No. 7..
Price, $18,00 at Factory
Cash with Order.

Btriotly First-Clasa. Warmnted
All Becond Growth Hickory.
Stool Axlon and Tiros,
Low Bent Seat Arma.  Perfeotly Balanoed
Long, Easy Riding, Oil Tempered Spring
Best Wheaels and Best All Over

IF YOU CAN'T FIND THEM FOR SALE BRY YOUR MERCHANTS, WRITE US.

CAUTI

S

"H.W. HERNDON & CO.
Produce & General Commisyn

MERCELAITITS.

No. 144 Third St.,

LOUISVILLE, KY

Take no ghoes unl
W, L, Douglins' name & |
price are stamped on the

the deal L supply you, |
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